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2"ot?icrfnc T7ai--r- t sat alone in t?ic Mt-- j
tlenortli studio.

Katherino Weatherly sat alone in the
little north studio, gazing long at the bit
of landscape framed in by the lower half
"window the Ted sunset across the snow,
the thread of river tangled among far
away hills, and the tallrcd chimney of the
distant foundry towering with as much
dignity as though it marked the site
of a famous battlo or the burial place of
jihero. At a little distance a cluster of
houses their bright sides turned toward
the setting sun gave an inhabited look
to the landscape, and a rising whiff of
smoke from the yellow brown chimney
of a yellow brown house near by assured
Katherine that she was not the sole in-
habitant of the universe.

This little north studio, unfurnished
save by a huge fur rug and the necessa-
ry chairs and easel, together with some
studio "properties"' bits of drapery and
the like was nevertheless lavish! y dec-
orated as to its walls, where charcoal
Apollos and Atinervas and numerous
sightless crayon people hung in profu-
sion, together with dashy little water
color landscapes, sepia sketches, still life
studies, and some mere ambitious at-
tempts from life. Katherine Weatherly
herself, sitting in the fading light, might
have made an interesting study in mon-
ochrome with her dovo gray gown, her
face so wan and pale, almost ashy in
hue, and the soft rings of her hair gray

- ah, so graj
Yet she was not old. Only twenty-fou- r

years had passed over that fair
head, but sorrow had dwelt much with
her; her happy days were easily num-
bered. In childhood little Katherine
Star had had a loveless home. At 18 she
married Roger "Weatherly, thinking her
sorrows were ended and life had begun
at last. They went abroad for a time.
Means were not lacking. Life broad-
ened. No longer drear and monotonous,
it was bright and eventful, fleeing all
(too fast. On their return from Europe
the young couple twent to Southwick, the
--early homo of the Weatherlys before so
many of that family had died and gone.
A short lived race were they, and Roger,
iho only remaining Weatherly was not
favored above his kin, to that the old
lomestead at Southwick proved not an
abiding home for him, for the consump-
tive tendencies which were part of his
"birthright became stronger than tenden-
cies and Anally gained tho mastery.

So Katherine Weuthorly, widowed at
20, with an infant son and resources
somewhat depleted through mismanage-
ment, had to face life and her child's
futuro with what courage she could
muster. There was something left of
her husband's portion and a small

of her own, but economy was
needful to maintain tho home, and that
in duo time the boy's education might bo
compassed.
' Katherino's love of art had been the
rainbow on the storm cloud of her life.
In her young girlhood always drawing,
in after years ho was permitted a few
lessons with colors; and after her mar-
riage, in tho happy traveling days, she
had seized with avidity every chance
offered for lessons in Paris, studies from
the antique; at Nice, in water colors; in
Munich and Dresden, in oils from life.
So that a fair art education, albeit some-

what desultory, was hers, and what time
sho gave to her art, together witli tho
care of her child, occupied all her days.

Although thus full- - engrossed thero
were yet many lonely hours when cour-
age faltered and heart failed. Katherine
"Weatherly was of deepest sensi-
bilities, of wami heart and earnest sym-
pathies. Few thought it, however. A
cool reserve concealed in largo degreo
Lor true nature. This reserve, natural
to her, had been intensified by her sur-

roundings all her life, and now her grief
lint increased it With tho outside
world sho had very little to do. Her
child, her art, her homo constituted her
vorld. The other occupants of that

homo were old Prudence, tho house-

keeper at the old inanso from time im-
memorial, and John Pidgin, tho boy,
who by caring for tho horse and the
garden earned his homo and schooling.

The little town of Southwick dated its
early history back into colonial times,
and many of its families were descended
from Revolutionary heroes and worthies
of that time. The architecture of many
of its buildings boro the stamp of those
early days some of them quite English,
Eoine considerably Dntch; altogether co
louial wero the dwellings in the quaint
streets of the old village. The north end
was almost a new town of itself, which
knew not old Southwick the busy, en-

terprising, iron manufacturing cud tho
thrifty sprout on la-- t year's bulb. Isort!
End was modern, progressive, commer
cial; Southwick a memory of what had
been.

The old Weatherly homestead was :.

little out of old Southwick a ramblinp
stone house, well supplied with the wood
en balconies and gothic windows whic.

were the prfdc of tho period in which it
was erected. A mansion it was consid-

ered in its day, built for hospitality and
festivity, as was testified by its anipL
dining room, its numerous guess cham-

bers and spacious ballroom in tho third
story. It was a fairly hoai4' place
in this later day, with its wide iireplaes
and broad, sunny windava, its old time
furnishings, . comfortable and inviting
though antiquated, and Katharine';? for-

eign knicScaacts enlivening sundry
niches and corners; albeit.-- ! gentle decay

"sH-as hero and thera observabla, leaving

the old manse but a semoiatico or its xor-m-

pretension to boast of. Fernwood
the place had always been called, tho
dense woods on tho east whose tiny ra-
vines were fringed with maidenhair and
plumy ferns giving occasion to the name.
Un tho south sparsely wooded slopes
gravitated gently toward the old town
so picturesquely laid out, while from the
north windows of Fernwood could be
discerned the chimneys and spires of
North End.

I have strayed away from Katherino
Weatherly in her studio window, gazing
out at the dying winter day, feeling life
so drear, so overborne by cares and
griefs. A feeling of vague apprehension
was drifting upon her. Her child little
Star was ill, and yet no worse than he
had often boon. Ba was sleeping quietly
now for a little while, and Katherino had
itolen away from him to watch for the
coming of Dr. Van Duyn, for whom
John Pidgin had been dispatched some
time since.

"I shall feel so safe about my child if
Dr. Van Duyn but ride3 past tho house,"
sho thought. In another moment the
doctor stood by her side. He had stooped
and touched her arm ere she discovered
his presence.

"I came from Southwick," he said.
"Are you ill? What is it, child?"

The tender, questioning look in those
dark eyes, his sympathetic tone, his very
presence comforted her sore heart inex-
pressibly. How she longed to lay her
tired head on that strong arm and weep
her sorrows all away!

".No, Dr. Van Duyn, it is Star, but ho
is better. All, he is better now," she
said, with a glad little laugh of assur-
ance, while but a moment before care
and anxiety had formed the very warp
and woof of her heart's fibre.

She took him to the child, who had
just wakened. The strong man lifted
the flaxon haired baby in his arms and
carried him out to the open fire in the

Tlic strong man lifted the flaxen haired
baby in his arms.

library. Ho did not count his pulse nor
look at his tongue. He only held him
very close. Katherine, sitting by, felt
her fears depart, and such peace and con-

tent settle down upon her that glad,
grateful tears would start in spite of
her. A fair group were they to look
upon the middle aged dootor, a man
of powerful physique, with face rugged
and bronzed from exposure, but whose
deep brown ej'es wero very kind and
very sympathetic, and in spite of the
heavy brigand liko mustache which con-

cealed tho mouth there was tenderness
in tho face; ah, thero was love there as
ho gazed into the eyes of tho woman at
his side, sho of such beautiful mien, yet
so unusual.

The great rings of soft silver hair, al-

most white, formed strilcing contrast to
her dark eyebrows and deep hazel eyes,
whose fringe of long brown lashes offset
tho fleeting color in that delicately mod-
eled face. Early grief had blanched
those locks from bronze to silver, while
as yet her face, when interested and viva
cious, was young and girlish. The third
figure in the group, little Star Weather-
ly "Starry Weather" as he called him-
self although now pale and ill was a
most pictuiesque child, a Van Dyke
child, with great dreamy eyes and art
hair, flaxen and soft and loosely curling.
A child mature beyond his five years,
one who could converse with Dr. Van
Duyn upon tho origin and destiny of
Santa Clans, and who could follow John
Pidgin, the stable boy, in most of his
theological vagaries; for John Pidgin
had many fine .flights of fancy in his
roof chamber nuder tho eaves. John
Pidgin was speculative. John Pidgin
had many theories.

Dr. John Van JSuyn had long loved
Kathonne Weatherly. Ho had told her
so onco when ho gave her back to herself
and her child after a long, low fever.
Ho asked for them both then to come
into his lonely life and let him live and
care for them. Katherina shrank from
the thought at that time. Roger Weath-orl-

four years dead, was still her hus-bau-

albeit not always had he been a
kind husband; and in startling moments
of her married lifa had nhe discovered
that her lovo for the proud, self centered
man was not strong and all.abscr.Mng as
when she first knew him. Sothat his
death was something of a raproach to
her, and that with the final suddenness
nnd the pathos of it all benumbed and
terrified her heart: aai while thero was
not the deepest grief thsr? at bis death
there was yet deepest self coadeinnstion,
there was the awe and after loneliness,
all of which combined bare the sem-
blance of deep s-e-f to Katherino's mind

the features of grief without its souL

So was 6ho held from entertaining tho
slightest thought of lovo for another.
The very suggestion seemed abhorrent to
her.

Long they sat on this winter day by
the library fire, tho doctor and Katherine
and littlo Star in occasional converse,
quiet, subdued, happy to be together.
The littla French clock on the mantel
disturbed the sarenity of tho room more
than they. The child dozed oil again,
his fair head pillowed on the doctor 3

arm. Van Duyn carried him back to
his little cot, and after covering him soft
and warm, with a touch gentle as a wo-

man's, ho led Katherine back to her seat
by tho fireside, wiere he told her the
story of how his days were passed, and
how he was bridging over the present
blank and comfortless with the hope
that he might some day win her; that
she had grcra so dear so dear; and
could she not "hold out just a little rush-
light of assurance that some time such a
thing might ba possible just a faint
glimmer thai would light him through
tho dreary present. But, no; no she
could not. It must never be. He must
not talk to her of aiArriazc.
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"Oh, Dr. Van Duyn," sho cried,

"your coming comforted me so, but
only to disturb and disquiet me again.
I thought I could rely upon you, my
trusted physician, my friend, and I so
friendless."

Stifling a.sob she went on' in a dry,
even voice:

"Dr. Van Duyn, never again speak of
this to me. I did not call you upon such
an errand. Stir shall not fall ill again
if I can prevent it."

Cruel words from thoso fair lips, words
that cut deep. Overcome with humilia-
tion and contrition, hurt to the quick,
the fervor and tenderness now all gone,
Van Duyn dropped Katherine's hand and
left her side. Not trusting himself to
speak he strode over to the window a
quaint oriel window, through whose dia-
mond shaped pane3 he could look out on
last year's rose garden standing gaunt,
bereft, dead from blasted hopes.

When he could subdue his voice and
his heart he came back to her.

"Far be it from mi, Katherine Weath-
erly, to presume upon any professional
privilege I may have in so far as to
thrust personal matters unwillingly upon
you. God knows I meant to help carry
your burden, not to impose anything ad-

ditional upon you."
He paused a moment, a deathly pallor

on his face, his hands firmly locked to-

gether. Approaching her by one step
he added in a quiet tone:

"Katherine, forgive me. I had hoped
that perhaps this might be. I have
wanted you so. But believe me when I
tell you I will never distress you in this
way again."

Without another word or glance at
her ho turned to go. At the outer door
he hesitated. He came back.

"Child," he said, in tho same con-

strained voice, not his own, "promise
me one thing. If you or tho child is
ill you will call me promise!"

The tides of pity and contrition came
sweeping in over her heart, but rallying
with a tremendous effort she replied,
with an assumed lightness:

"Oh, yes; I will promise that. There
is no other pTiy"sician at North End, you
know."

He turned full upon her for one long
moment those deep, unfathomable eyes.
His very soul came oui to her in that
expression of wounded love and pride
and stricken hope. She quailed before
that look. She could not brook it.

In another moment he was gone, and,
as in the steely, cold light of the winter
moon, she saw him stride down the snowy
garden path, his broad hat low over his
eyes, his fur coat gathered under his
arm, she began to realize what she had
done. A feeling of loneliness and deso-
lation, which she had not imagined pos-

sible when Van Duyn was present, crept
over her, benumbing and chilling her
heart, while her brain warned burning
as with fever.

' 'Why do I always treat hid so ! Why
am I roused to ever oppose that true
heart for whose regard I do care, oh, I
do care!"

Dashing away tho rising tears she went
to her child's cot, and, throwing herself
down, buried her hot face deep in the
pillows by his side.

CHAPTER XL
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Siie caught one glimpse of the fleet horse,

flying uhccls a7id a familiar figure.
It was a lowering night in early June.

The sky was overcast actually down-
cast in its gloom. Flashes of lightning
levealed banks of fleecy cloud growing
somber and sullen as they approached
tho west. The night air was heavy
with scents of blossoming trees and early
garden flowers. The day had been op-

pressive and unseasonable, as though an
August day had hastened m upon the
stage at the wrong cue.

At tho old house at Fernwood the sil-

ver haired mistress stood leaning against
the lintel of the wide front door, list-
lessly watching tho progress of the
storm, whilo on the 6teps below 6at lit-
tle Star with John Pidgin, and on a gar-
den seat nearby old Prudence, the house-
keeper, knitting in. hand, her busy nee-

dles occasionally glistening in tho al-

most languid flashes of heat lightning.
John Pidgin, who between his garden-

ing and his " 'ostling" managed to im-

bibe a little geometry and physiology at
the North End high school John tho
rude of speech and "uncouth of manner,
was going somo timo to study theology,
perhaps ovcntually to preach to his peo-

ple, tho poor whites in the south. "If
the spirit is willin' and tho flesh not too
powerful weak," he sometimes said. As
he sat watching tho somber sky
his conversation with Prudence took a
theological turn, and greatly amused
Katherino as fragments of it drifted to
her ears.

"No,"' he was saying, "the Lord don't
confide in me qtj much as to his calcu-
lations for my future. He is the

upon that subject of any one
I've tackled for advice. P'raps I ought
to been more elf abnegatin' and stayed
on at the place and learned cobblin'.
Or," he added, with a sigh, "if 'ostle I
must, Iwill 'ostle to the point of martyr-
dom."

Prudence having no objections to offer
he was silent for awhile, but soon a re-

mark from her brought out the startling
declaration that "Brother Milford is a
powerful expounder, but when it cornea
to devotion, to downright consecration,
Brother Tombs can knock the daylight
outen him."

Katherine laughed aloud in spite of
herself. "Are you there, mamma?' asked
Star. "See tea big red light over at
North End. Is it a fire? What is it,
mamma?"

At this John Fidgin sprang up with a
startled look. There began to bo steps
in ihi cirajifc anxl -- iuii3 carnas.

men hurrying by,with now ana t&en a
hasty word to each other Southwick
people in haste for once.

"The warehouses, the flouring mills."
"The Methodist church."
"St. Luke's hospital," they heard at

intervals. Ah! now Kstherine's heart
stopped beating. St. Luke's hospital!
If Dr. Van Duyn Ehould bo there! He
was always there. If ho ehould be hurt!
Alack, she who had so cruelly hurt him
now cried to heaven for his safety.
What a choking feeling in her throat at
thought of his danger. In a flash she
saw what life would be without him; to
have him never again for physician, for
friend oh, for something more than
friend; for at that moment, and as never
before, strong, overmastering love for
John Van Duyn, the noble, self sacrific-
ing man so strong, so gentle, so patient,
swept over her. flooding her heart liko
a mighty torrent against which she was
powerless. She knew then that sho had
never before known love. In all the
world he was the one to whom her whole
being turned. Her heart lay in his hand
as a jewel to be cherished, or a worthless
pebble to be spurned and flung away.
Hot tears sprang to her eyes tears of
joy, tears of contrition, of alarm, of
many mingled emotions. She hardly
knew when or how she got into the light
wagon with John Pidgin, to speed along
over the dark road, lit only by the fitful
red light of the increasing flames.

On reaching North End they stopped
at the school house steps, where with
many others they could look down on
tho red docks and the flaming ware
houses now given up for lost. The
church and the hospital might perchance
be saved. Two women under one light
shawl stood near Katherino watching
the progress of tho fire and recounting
tho scenes in the street below.

"There goes a load of flour barrels
and some pews from the Methodist
church."

"There's the organ and tho ten com-
mandments," said the second speaker,
"and a covered carriage hospital pa-

tients, I shouldn't wonder."
"Oh, see!" said the taller woman, with

a rasping voice: "there's Dr. Van Duyn
in his two wheeler. Guess he's carrying
off that pretty little nurse Miss What's-er-Name-

"Miss Stauffer Angela Stauffer. For-
eigner, I reckon. They do say she is go-

ing to marry Dr. Van Duyn. Hope she
is worth him."

"Looks like they're savin' the church,
don't it?"

How odious those women were in their
coarse comments! How chill the night
was growing. How the flames, now
getting under control, seemed like the
fires of the under world consuming all
that was bright and beautiful in this
world that had once been fair.

A glance into the 'street below con-finn-

to Katherine.-Weatherly'- s eyes
tho talk of the gossiping women. She
caught one glimpsepf the fleet horse,
flying wheels and a faWlinr figure, sup-
porting on his arm aik almost prostrate
form. The red light as on everything,
on that strong face which, turning for a
moment with a quick gesture to look
back at the fire, revealed to Katherine
the well known features, the bushy brows

almost she fancied sho could discover
tho kindly but reproachful eyes, which
now would probably never again look
into hers.

Angela Stauffer she had forgotten the
very name until thusrudely recalled to
her. Van Duyn had spoken of her more
than once, had remarked upon her name

Angela.
"A veritable angel she is," ho had said

at one time; "so the patients think. She
sings to them in the twilight when
they are able to listen." At another time
he said:

"Littlo Angela, the nurse, has the
voico of an angel. Last night she sang
something like this:

Sleep, dear one, sioep, and w ell for the
Buci rest is thine.

The fate to walk life desolate
Alone is mine.

'Twas pathetic. She has tho heart-
ache, I'm sure, or she couldn't sing so."

How Katherine recalled every word,
branded upon her heartmow as by fire.

"Let us go home, John," she said, "it is
all over;" and as they took their home-
ward way in the fading light of tho
dying flames sho felt that the light had
gone out of her life as well, leaving only
darkness through the coming days. That
light so kindly, so benignant her own
hand had rudely quenched.

Angela Stauffer! Angela Stauffer! How
the name rang in her ears. She woke at
midnight from a vivid dream of a young
gtn, ner mows Douna witn a wreatn oi
flame, singing with tho "voico of an
angel":

Tho fato to walk hfo desolato
Alone Is mine.

Summer advanced with ardor, waxed
and waned. The cool of the year drew
on apace. The groves about Fernwood
turned from emerald to ruby and gar-
net, then sobered down to dull topaz.
Katherino was much out of doors with
Star, who had not been well through the
summer. Twice hftd he lain very low.
She had called Dr. McNeil, the old Scotch
physician, from Southwick. Not in pride,
not in revenge had sho called in tho new
and forsaken the oid. Katherine was very
humble now. Her past was ever before
her, sometimes to accuse and reproach,
always to humblo and soften her. No
one would call ner proua now nor
haughty. But sho had called Dr. McNeil
in order to spare herself and out of pity
to herself.

"I cannot endure to see what I have
lost," she thought; "that might have
been mine, but which now belongs to an-

other."
She did not know th3t by so doing she

was wounding yet more that true heart
which was trying to believe that Kath-
erino Weatherly would never more be
aught to him; that by rejecting his
help which she had promised never to
do she had cast away forever all thought
of him.

On one of these fall mornings, as she
walked the wood paths with Scar, gath-
ering the few kite wildflowers, John
Pidgin came through the grove, market
basket in hand, on hi3 return from "relic
huntin'," as ho termed his marketing, in
his contempt for northern grown garden
stuff. "As purty &3 a wpturT he ex-

claimed afoud as es appreciative eyes
caught aghrbf the beautiful mistress of
Fernwood, her lilac gown dropping down
in long folds from beneath a little shoul-
der wrap very soft tnd v?iito end cling-
ing, Kar crown of sow white hair
ah. wMto now as- - tba CriTsn aow her
darkbniwsanddiirBjcs, tho flutter-
ing piart3 eh6ok,jE4Sie. a picture
indeed, ej qktintlv-sW't- , o poetb one
might fancy s!k h3jLcizjto3 Geirn from
an oil bit of Dresdso chins isio-- tas
midst cf the dry enfasn-wci- d sad the
4viii2 jfear. .Little Sis- - at fcsr ade

was very hke his uouua-- in feature, tfie
same straight brows and brilliant eyes.
His dark coat and scarlet cap were in
pretty contrast to Katherine's garments

so dainty and ethereal in coloring.
John Pidgin's admiration of "the

Missus was unbounded. He had stood
patiently for hours, and sat uncomplain-
ingly on a relentless wooden chair for
many a half day while Katherine made
various charcoal attitudes and oil stud-
ies of him. His plain but honest face
hung in the Loan exhibition at North
End for the baneSt of St Luke's hos-
pital and the mission to Ramapatam,
the study being1-chos- rather for its
vigorous execution than for any ideal
qualitiesjn the subject.

"I hoard tell same news over to North
End, Miss Katherine," began John in his
drawling voice. "TheSIethodist ministef
is welcomin' his seventh daughter (Bible
number) and boiikthe nusses aro leavin'
St. Luke's today. --Miss Loomis is goin'
to polish; up at atemor-andrcanc- hos-

pital in New York, and littlo Mss Stuf-fe-r
is goin' homo to gefcmflrried."

Katherine beat low over a clump of
goldenrod, her wmtening face deep in
tho feathery bloo&s.

"She hzs a purty .face, littlo Miss
Stuffer, and they'll miss, her voice in the
choir come Christmas and Easter," con-
tinued John.

Still no response.
"Wonder how the cowboys and ranch-

ers will appreciate her singin' Te Deums
and such,'' John chuckled with a sense
of his superior culture. "She's goin' to
live on tho frontier, yc.u know."

Katherine turned like a statue on its
pedestal.

"Whom does she marry, John?--"

"Oh, some blood relation or other,
uncle or cousin, they say. That's con-
trary to Church o' England doctoring.
Miss Stuffer 'pears middlin' pious, too.
I reckon she must have akipped the last
pages of the prayer book. Torn out, per-
haps."

But Katherine had fled the place.
"What ails your mother, Star, boy? I

think she's took with a chill or a faintin'
spell. She looked so scared like, and as
white as this celery stick that's been un-
derground for months and just come to
the light o' day. Let's go in and see."

CHAPTER HI.

wMSt
'Oh, Dr. Van Duyn" she cried; "I have

been so crvcireo unjust."
The November chill was in the air. A

cold rain was falling quietly, except
when irritated by a restless wind which
listed to blow occasionally on Southwick
and anon at North End with perfect im-

partiality.
Dr. Van Duyn, wrapped in his heavy

mink coat as in midwinter, came hur-
riedly down his office steps for a ten
mile drive. A man of powerful phy-
sique, sturdy health, and correspondingly
Bturdy spirits, ho yet contemplated this
long wet journey with positive dread.
Life had. become drear and uninterest-
ing to this man himself so gloriously,
endowed with all that makes life in-

teresting to othera. His ambition
seemed, paralyzed, hope benumbed. Ho
looked forward to tne ruturo as some-
thing perhaps endurable becauso per-
force incurable.

As he stood at his horse's head on this
wet night drawing on his gloves John
Pidgin appeared suddenly around the
corner, driving in haste. Ho crossed
over to tho doctor.

"Juicy evening, sir," said John, touch-
ing his hat, and without another word
he laid a littlo white note into the doc-

tor's ungloved hand and was gono.
Van Duyn did not go into the
country that night. 'Twas only
a case of chronic rheumatism ag-

gravated by the weather. The weath-
er and the rheumatism would bo better
tomorrow. Ha went back into tho office,
Katherine's little missive neit his heart.
Ho lighted tho room deliberately, re-

moved his heavy coat and sat down by
tho fire.

"This is all a happy delusion," he 6aid;
"let it last awhile." But after a little
ho took out Katherine's note. Could it
be true, actually a word from her who
had been so long dead to him. He read
it at last: t

Pn. Vxy Dctv: I beliere I am ill. I koow I an j

very lonely asd dcsol&te. Is thero no panacea for
such a discrdar, or-- itpcrliaps ff.tr I? Will you
coae to Fenm.ooa KiTirouxg Wutoeklt

Later, as he came in out of the black,
unfriendly night, out of the chill and sleet
into the glow and warmth and bright-- !

ness of the little library at Fernwood, he
seemed to leave behind him all the old
cheerles3 life, with, its burden of longing j

and hope deferred." Katherine- - m her
soft gray gown, with a mass of deep red
chrysanthemums in her belt, was more j

beautiful than ever. As John Van Duyn
looked into that lovely face, so pure and
pale, there was an expression there that
he had never mazkd before, in the
droop o the eyelids and the sweep of the
lashes there was-- suggestion of melan-
choly which moved him deeply. Had ho
been unkmd?had he .added aught U her
burdenf nfe? He tried to review the
past year. Had he ben unforgiving !

where he should "have been friendly' al
most vindictive at times when he ehould
always have trusted her' Occupied thus
in retrospection and eelf accusation he
had no word to say. Long he Ftood gaz-
ing into the open fire, self reproachful to
be sure, but, ah, co happy and content to
be with her agjjin.

"Ahr thought Katherine, "why can
he not qxjak to me? "Why can he not
say soewthing byond a mero 'Good
evening: Thero is fhe weather at least.
li he bo strangd that he cannot even
inquire fer my health, as any acquaint-
ance would do?"

Her pride rose within hex. Why had
sho stmt for hhn? Why did h not &

the delicacy of her position asd come to
her rescue by sParti k even? All at
once it became extremely difficult, evea
absurd, for heftc tell bim thai ho had
rrnram very dear to her- - to tefltlriLti2S

she had' mistaken "her own heart; that
there was nothing there but deepest re-

gard fox him aye, love strong and un-
changing. It was impossible to tollhim,
as he stood there-s-o absorbed in thought,
so unresponsive, that she could never
live without him. And then the cold
thought came over her, "What if he
cares for another that I know not of,
and I havo written him to come to me;
that I am lonely and desolate?''

Pride and self respect became rampant.
"He shaH net glory in my humiliation;

ho shall never know that I caroforhim,"
and then, feeling as though she were
dancing on f her own heart,
she said lightly, with a pretty toss of her
silver head, "Oh, docto?, thacis a-- grand
pose!- Nestor, or one of the Greek gods

Hercules, perhaps or an Amazon. Let
me get my charcoals and do you in black
and white. Head slightly mare to the
left, chin,a little up. Oh, doctor, you've
spoiled it! Now you are Mcphisto with
the red light on your face. What is new
at North End?" she hurried on. "John
Pidgin hearoTfrom his home in tho south
today that it was middlin' measly and
mumpy down there, with considerable
chicken pops. It is not so bad at North
End, I hope."'

Not a word from tho gre?t dark man
standing now with his back to the fire
and looking down at her with an expres-
sion in thoso deep eyes hard to fathom,
an expression of surprise, ofdisapproval,
she fancied; of pity, perchance.

"What is tho news from the hospital?"
she hastened on,, "and weren't they sorry
to loe the pretty Anxeia, and does she
still sing 'I alone am desolate,' or words
to that effect?'

Now he roused1 himself.
"No, child, she does not, because it

would not be true. She would not be
tho only one who is 'lonely and deso-
late.'"

Tho disapproving eyes burned and
stung her. Bounding to her feet she
stood like some wildthing at bay.

"Dr. Van Duyn," she panted, "Dr. Van
Duyn, you aro cruel, you aro merciless
to throw my own words at me so! You,
whom people call humane! How could
I ever think you wero kind or tender?
Yon aro well qualified to bo a surgeon;
you conld cut one's heart out without a
tremor of pity or remorse. You you"
and bursting into a torrent of tears sho
sank down on the low divan in the far-
thest corner of tho room.

Ho did not go to her at once.
John Van Duyn was a deliberato
man, a man of few mistakes, act-
ing only upon, forethought and con-
viction, and then carrying that convic-
tion in his very tread. When Katherino's
hottest tears wero shed, when tho pain
and resentment had all died out. Van
Duyn went over to her. He sat down by
her side, ancl taking first ono hand and
then tho other in his own he gradually
drew her to himself.

"Child," ho said, so tenderly, ye so
earnestly, "child, let mo say this ndo not
resent it, I beg of yon ; but you are lonely,
vou are deholate, perhaps you aro ill.
You said so. I have como to Fernwood,
as you bado mo. I havo come to you.
No, do,not draw away. I have said I
should jieer aak for you again, but oh,
child, 1' want you I want you!"

As ho drew her closer ho looked into
her dark eyes for the answer to his
unasked question.

"Oh, Dr. Van Dnyn,'" she cried; "I
have been so cruel so unjust. I have
asked help and counsel from others
when I wanted you. Not in pndo or
resentment, but because I did not under--

I I misconstrued, somo things.
f I can ever atone"
"Child," he said bo tenderly, drawing

that fair head very close to his heart,
"give me yourself to bo my very own.
Then shall you be your own atonement."

THE E'D.

IIo Disappointed- - Them.
An Indiana minister told ono of his dea-

cons that ha would church him if ho um-
pired a. gzmc of buscbalL The deacon went
out and umpired, but he ma not churched.
Both clubs fell upon him qnd hammered
away until nothing t lett to hold a trial
over. Detroit Free Press.

A. ComI Etaton.
"I wish you wouldn't look bo lovingly at

that Arab," remarked youtjg Dolloy to
Mis.3 Amy as they inspected tho curiosities
in the side show."

"Why not" asked Amy.
"Becauso I don't like-yo-u to wasto your

sweetness on tho desert heir." Judge
Chanctirrlstlc-- i of tho Tcxani.

Texas, settled as it is with Immigrant-fro-
every part of tho Union and of Europe,

presents surh a. variety of rharncter among
its peoplo that it will bo hard to say whaJ
is their most prominent trait. The per-
sonal characteristics which u. d to distin
guish tbem aro changing. In early tim'
their lives aa pioneers wero fo hard and
franght with danger that it made thorn
grave and even severe, but now tliy havo
become decidedly a gay peoples pleasure
loving and pleasure seeking. Formerly a
rigid plainness and eerority marked their
hves and surroundinga. At this day, ovon
in tho counties remote from the center of
population, tbeir tastes havo become more
luxurious. Thoy crave tho elcndes and
refinements of life, which U but tho nat-
ural effect of the superior facilities for
education which distinguish the stAtc.

Yet with the impllcity has disappeared
much of the hospitality of the oldrn time
the warm and unquestioning treleomo
grows rarer each day, and tbo entertain-
ment of guests is more a matter of calcula-
tion or distant nodal than n
spontaneous outpouring of hospitable
hearts- - Yet away off upon tho frontier
aro still found, hers and there, specimen
of thos strong, brs-- a early cottiers who
liTs literally with their Iifes In tbdr
hands, establishing thpmselvc far beyond
the outposts of clvillzitJoa, not knowing
at what time the red nren miht raid upon
them and lnytheirbcmes iatushes. Sturdy
nouses tnosc. steexxaex tney nuni ceur
be called, built of heavy upright lo with
thatched or sodded roofs, bonne thiit aro
forts as well a homes. And tbsro ix
found ft- - raro hcsmt&uiy which oaks no
questions, bet cntertn&si ths wayfarer,
giving bid all that be requires and that
their storo affords "without- xaoaey nod
without price" Lee C. Harby ia. liar-per- '.

Sared b-- r & Doj'i IT-x- o of LmT.

A direful accident to six zasa en a hand-
car near East Helena a short Uao ajo a-- i

only aTerted byth latlUgcncn of ado.
A lrg doz wta tn tb
habit of followis-- ; tho men on their daily

P dcrtra d Hie H do it

One ttea vm rctoroin;
from -k tha tbi lead, and lh-r- -i

was a "pirj"d raos. Tax anhr.Bl waj only
a short dutascs ahaa4. oad issV-a- d of leav-
ing the track and filling la the rear kpt
gotiyr at a great sp&vi.

Th men tn-- cf Ja3jx till
the-ca- r rcande--i a corn aad casta sudden-
ly upoa a Ion-- ; trestle, vrith tho do--r no
more than iw-sat- feet ahead. B did net
rtaUzA tho (Staler until L aco to tec
trestle. Tha rasa, wwe horror ittrJakra
aadexpectid to ba tirtrra fron tha track
acd perhaps frfilcd. Tha dor
kr--- r th dan-- ? It aatteotrf
lt5Jf bt-rt"-- a th tae-- , and tbss ear paad
caf iy OTcr srith'VGX ""J21ia-- ; n, hair. It "w
the, rsarkahlft picas of tttUJlifjcort

jILrr 5 & - It &. J

c3t go to stu- - tr- - tlctth to
the deg as vl an men. It wax to lto to
jump, w tha IntsHi--a- t nnal oroschod
and tared ha avn 115 ai erU Ute
oa th csr. Hstew JxA&ssfrzz
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FFSC.M . hAITHFULL.

She Writes About tho KeTlred English
Silk Industry.

ISpecUl Comspocdeace--
London; Juno 10. During my last

visit to America I wfcs greatlv impressed
with the efforts of tho National Silk
Culture association in Philadelphia and
tho various experiments brought to my
notice in California in relation to this
industry, so I venturo to think that a
few words about & most successfulmove-me- nt

to revive the trade in England will
be read with interest on your side of
tho Atlantic, especially by those who
recognize that ladies are in the present
day the real patronesses of this industry,
for our gallants no longer wear, as in
the Tudor days, the silken garments
velvets and brocades for which, iho lords
of creation were then famous.

The success achieved already by a littlo
band of ladies of high degreo is not only
satisfactory as regard the special work
itself, butis significant of what can bo
accomplished by a few women for tho
good of their country and theirsex. Th
mdifferenco of women to misKy "out-
ride their own xoso covered walls" is cer-
tainly giving war tc n-- genuine interest
in all that concerns their temporal as
well as spiritual welfare; and what bet-
ter proof of this couH bo found than in
the fact that ono of tho finest ballrooms
in ono of our most-- anstocratio squares
was given up by its owners. Lord and
Lady Egerton. in tho first
blush of tho London season, to a display
of tho artistic products of British-- rilk
looms, in tho hope of encouraging this
important native industry and raising
the standard of English-- taste?

The exhibition was tho result of th
untiring efforts xnado under tho leader-
ship of the popular Princess 2Sary Ade-
laide. Duchscs of Teck. A ladies com-

mittee was formed of which, her royal
highness was- - tho president, nnd tho
Duchess of Abercorn, tht 2darcliiones3
of Lothian, til Marchioness of London-
derry, tho Countess' of Zetland,, tho
Conn tessSpjMieer, the Countess ofWharn-chfi- e,

tho Countess of Rosebcrryr tho
Couutcs of Latham, Lady Arthnr Hill.
Baroness Burdett-Coutt- a, Lady Knute-for- d.

Lady Rothschild, Lady Wantage,
Lady Egerton of Tattoiv (honorary

tho Hon. Mrs. Porey Ant-for-d

Iiato reaHy oeen nnromitting in
their labor?.

The opening duv was a notablo oner
the? Prince-v- s Mary and hor beautiful
daughter. Prince's Victoria, were there-
to do the honors to tho Pnnce&i of "Walt- -

and her daughters, tho. Duchess of Edln

' i

mrcr kathtci
Duchrss-o- f Fifo and tho flower of

tho Englii-kAr-sto- racy. Nor did it end
there. Every day tho cixhfbitlon romaiscxl
open of tha ladies who havo
done snch gocd-Fervic- e on tho committeo
have been present- in a similar capacity.
In tho prrfaco- - id the-- catalogue-- whiah.
tho conimitteo-publwhc- tho Countess of
Latham dwolt-o- "tho mcxorablo will of
fashioDrH anil deplored that "it had jset
its seal on French fabrics "

Tlie critic who examine! Uw eilk
fabrics-displaye- afc Lady Egnrton'a fait
Iround to acknowlid?o that tho EnglWi
made gooflft,. for Iviuity of design and

matt-rial- , held their own,
not only for" furniture, but in the morn
dainty kind of silk. Tho question k
not one without mt-j- t to tha Amnriomi
public, for I say able to stato, on th Au-

thority of oil's of tho leading manufao- -

turerv tht quantity of BriWub
eilk ia now bon-ri- therr,

With to Kngkuwl It w, 1im1cm1,

& most important quontiou. In 1863 tin
talk wcavm? csntw of fipitalfieldrf

2,(XM) loom ami found. employ-
ment for 68.000 workpeople; now thar
are not mora than OW looms working
and 1,100 workpooplo employed, and
great diatron and poverty exist in tWa
district in oon'icqtKtnao, and if caro ia
not taken tha wwivcra' art will die for
mere want of

Amon,r iho most of Ue"cx-hibi- ta

at St. Jan' to & locn
making brrxuulexl ir--- s nllc under th
chargs of 'Jr.rge Clartu, tbebrad.weav-
er, who won tha first pra in 1&S3 grroa
by tho VPorahipfnl Vearc-- n company.
Some of tao brocad vWchlij80FarnAk-in- g

had no las tha tweSv-color- in it.
The warp of tho loaxarcontzimxl 1&0.C&0

thread, through which tho shuttli
piAod 8,22fl tfcn&a in ascr yard of work,
Thii exqurcte brocado han o ground
wone of ootUs--t dov pktfe, which, by tho
way, is-n- cnantl fn tha twarro colors
of the-- brDCsda. 1 hero is ohv & lovely
fabno with a. fawn grocafL and a. design
of binb and ILowcr--i which, hi often uaod-- f

or Axtother fsb-nc-l- a a.
white cstffriftl- - with a. tcnAi of

Boa gryra and fkrwrs of nrmzsl hu.
It Kixty-thx- w inchcr wide, aad th
very best WK-ixae- a can. only weare half
a yard a dzr.

Anraaj--: tLr hA? cxhfKtr rasy hn
ISrr. ZnxZ Hart, ot-th-

Donegal Ids.Trrial isad, who emS (Ada
mbrxadis-e- eayvtkiU real paoak; 2rx.

HtsUand, sfaa taado of Enls-- h xaate-naJ- j;

lr2. Bazm--r Taylor, a peach fig-

ured astro, Btrrpnd with reci- - IXOyeaw
old. Tbcro wcrg tfrreral irptyrftafica of
fh excsJlca4 wrk itrat at ti Jfcoj&l
Bchool cf Art ca vicar, and
Mi Qisxiotto Bt-into- (hoc art dec-cra- ter

to x-- raaats?)
dinner tan a acreea

vita brocadtd p&aala end bk-ttar-

YLxn.T PjtrjHrpix,

j, QnnZUr. of Tim.

mrrnrnhi" said Chappie. "I a-- r bna ti
cAbrr racrnic vita a &met colt est."

In tta xxrnta-- J &nm
gait You mast b--; niatatgn. VTLst tfes
wtm iU

Two-tairty a. at," -- Harp-tJ- Easat.

A &&sk of ca---r- -

A rtilk cf rfcsbart ynia by Gacczm
CrHtVytfri rnl cxhfidu--i at (ks H.
2Ld-i-a nstaxt atasssrA laehm la
dstxszslcnsxsi r tm fumtaAt

ime:


